FALL AND DEATH OF ROBESPIERRE
He remembered that it was he who had tried to stop,
the nation from going to war, that if he had held the
reins of the Republic firmly, it was to keep them from
falling into the hands of a military despotism—such a
despotism as later, at the single battle of the Moskowa,
was to sacrifice forty times as many lives as were snuffed
out in Paris during the entire Reign of Terror—and
remembering this, he felt justified in his conscience and
merely shrugged his shoulders.
Finally, the procession reached the huge square, in
the centre of which the guillotine was guarded by the
cadets whose help, less than twenty-four hours ago, he
had not thought he would need, so strong he had felt
himself. The executioner, Samson, who was a royalist,
was waiting with his helpers, and if his brutish brain
had been capable of understanding what a Cambon
later sorrowfully acknowledged he had failed to grasp,
he would have found particular reason for rejoicing,
for he was going to behead the Republic.
Robespierre was the last but one to die. He saw his
brother and Couthon carried barely conscious up the
steps to the scaffold; he saw for a moment Saint-Just
standing tall, disdainful, splendid. Danton had said
some memorable things at his death, Saint-Just did
better: he died like de Vigny's wolf ("J>#/ k silence est
grand,, tout le reste est faiblesse"}. Finally, Robespierre
climbed to the platform, unaided and with firm step.
A murmur rose from the crowd. Samson, with huge
fist, took hold of the bandage that tied Robespierre's
shattered jaw, and tore it away so brutally that in spite
of his stoicism a cry escaped him. The next moment he
was tied to the plank. The knife fell. The Revolution
was over.

